THE FAGLE: WEDNESDAY. DECEMBER 19, 1894,

RO

@.ﬁn’&

N OF all
"\\.

tough snw be on te @rouna
® Though cloue beenllic hill, @
_(livist's peacewill in the heerts be foun
wh leve lis will.Vow— _g¥AD

] 3
&

A ecabin squatting on the side of a

hill; trees leaning buack as though
afraid of falling into the ravine below;
grass greéen under the brow of a rock
as if hiding from o cow that stood in
! the hollos, ringing her belli @ hawk
\ salling round and round, darting las
covetons, hangry glacse oy o piu‘ sy
whereunder a hen had taken refuge,
the purgle of water pouring over o
shelf-like ledee of slate stone; o boy

and a givl standing noder & trew
dienmily guzing into o blue povl.  The

month was Jone, the scene, the back- |
woods of Kentnelky,
“1 0 was thint

bonss diown there ™

#aid the Loy, “and you was thal perch.
I wouldn't let them common tish come
a nigh you"

She laughed, *Oh, you'd want to
ent me all by yourself.”

e guve her a Jook of troubled re-
proacl. She Taughed merrily. “You
can't take n joke yet, can you?" she
asloml,

“Why yet?" he replied.

“*Hecanse vou've got to be so well ac-
auainted with me,” she rejoined.

“Is that a reason why Tought to talke
o Joke?

“Yes; for [ ain't nothin' more than a
joke."

SWell then,” he said, “I can take a

jole—1 eould take you."

“0h, eonld you? Dut that wouldn't
be o joke. 1t would be awful serions
Lo m ™

“Nell, don't talk to me that way.
Yon lenow why [ am stayin' here—you

know that if it wan't for you I'd go

away somewhere and be o poet. You
know the school-teacher sail he
conldn’t learn me any more, and I take
it that when Bill Jimison can't learn

anybody anything he's goin' to be a
poet,  Jimison told me thut I ought to
o away somewhere—snid there never

would be any clisnce for me here. And
(o you reelcon I'd plow over yonder in
tant Llazin® fleld if it wan't for you?

i “oar, QuIT!! SHE CRIED,

| There ain't nothin' in the ground for
me to dig ont—my fortune and my
fine are in the air and the woods,™

“Ol, shueks, Sam. why don't you
grrabble all that foolishness out of your
heat and go o work, 1 reckon ['ve
gone Lo school as nueh as you have,
and I never have thought about bein' a
[roet "

“Muybe it is beeause you never have
been in love,” he replied, half piti-
fully.

“Maybe s0," she rejoluetl, and then

In exeitement eried: “Look there! the
Dass has canght the pereh!™  And she
had not more than snid this when he
seized her in hisarms and passionately,
violently kissed her,

SO, gquit!™ she eried. “Don’t T tell
you! Motheris in the door and will
see you,  Gogway, you—you fooll"

He relensed her and stood gazing at

her, 1 despise you,” she said.

“Ahy | hove soueezed the truth out
of you, have 127

“Iyon have you pul yourself to un-
necessaty ttonble—you  might have
known it before.”

“Yuou, I uighty, for the poct always
has been despised.

Ol hos e Pt if that's the ense
yonronghit to be loved, ™

“Nedl, yoicll faree me to hate you,"

“Twill®  Entwhy should you want
Lo nike me sy hippy? She took ap
her sunbounet, which had fullen to the
gravind, and, holiding 4 by the strings,
stood swingzing it lilke a pendulum,

Shocyon e W he asked.

*Of conrse. Why shouldn't 1, Sam;
you have made me miserable all my
lfeo Yos, you have, now. All the
time 4l sehool, whenever nobotly wis
lookin® you'dall the time tey to kiss
e, a1 hate to be lissod all the time,
Why, vou don’t know how tiresome it
s Thore, mother's callin® me, and |
dust know she's goin® to give me an aw-
| ful groin® aver for: standin® round here
{ Toalin® with you.  Good-by, and T hope

I'll never see you again—ull the time
tryin® 1o kiss me. Yes-um!" she eried,
[ *Pm comin.”




